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CHAPTER XVIL—CoxTinUED.

But it Jackson's real movements are
unknown to our generals, rest you sure
the eyes of his army have not been left
behind. Early that very morning
Johnson sends young Gaither with his
gray-clad troop splering and when our
coufident courier comes galloping along
with McDowell's dispatches to Sigel
and Reynolds telling them just what is
planned for the day, Gaither gathers
him in, sends the much-appreciated
programmerto Johnson, who grins with
delight, and passes it on to Old Jack
himeelf, away on toward Sudley
Springs, snoozing with his division
commanders Ewell and Tallaferro, on
their soldler pillow—saddles—In the
snake-fence corner. Here f8 the chance
of a lifetime! Somewhere 1o the west
must be two of MeDowell's divisions,
sione. And, even while he is rousing
his right and left bowers, Ewell and
Taliaferro, thers comes word from
Stuart that Ritketts has gone out to
Thoroughfare, and McDowell, with one
isolated division {s marching eastward
from Gainesville. Now, “Up guards
and at 'em!” Up Ewell and Taliaferro!
Up gune and brigades—batteries three
and brigades just five and away they
€0 at the edee of the sheltering woods
until nearly three miles out to the
southwest, and there the dusty, grimy,
eray brigades lie down and wait for
that devoted diviaion..

Off to the right front s a cosy farm-
hounse and Ewell lets his wldeawakes
#0 sampling, and takes a hearty sip,
a8 & dark-eved young alde-de-camp
rides up with a dripping canteen of the
soothing white fluid. "“Thanks, Mr,
Ladue,” gays he. “That's most refresh-
ing. By the way, you Know some of
these fellows we're expecting out yon-
der, don't yon?" and the general points
southward. Ladue follows the gesture
of his commander, and then, his eyes,
dark, mournful and apprehensive, fix
upon t(hat vehement soldler face,
“Wisconsie?' he falters. “I felt—I
knew it must come—sometime."

“Yes, sir, and John Gibbon com-
mands that brigade now, they say, I've
known him for years,, To think of his
being there—and he a Tar Heel!" And
here his Kindling eyes turn to where
Trimble's men are stretched upon the
turf—North Carolina closed on Aln-

bama,
“Coming!" “They're  coming!"
‘See!” are the exclted whigpers, and

Foung offivers spring forward and peer
over the low crest in front, Poague,
that year-old, yvet veteran, gunner, has
flipped a hand to his bugler, and low
and muified “Attention!” is sounded.
Low and muffled, it {s repeated still
more faintly farther off to the east,
where the horses of Wooding and
Carpenter are grazing-on the scanty
turf, and deivers and cannoneers spring
io their posis.

But Old Jack glves no sign. He is
waiting and watching. He is there in
saddle at the edge of the trees, indis-
tinguishable in the gathering gloom,
He waits until the leading brigade of
the long column I8 clear of the east-
ward of the two groves. He lets it

«go until it drops into the low ground
about Groveton, then nods to Ewell
and—the ball begins, Out on a sudden
from the left of the massed lines,
Poague's lean horses and gaunt, sinewy
sunnergspring Lo their work, Six black-
muzzled barkers are whirled round in
battery, One—two—three—quick bel-
Towing, with vengeful spit of flame
and sulphur smoke, the nearest bat-
tery hurls its screaming challenge
aeross the field, and in spite nnd fury
the black shells burst in whistling hail
aver the startled heads of the second
brigade, Out beyond the first battery
trot Wooding and Carpenter, forming
“‘action front' on the slope a little to
the northwest of Groveton, and so
three batterles are suddenly hurling
thelr swift fire upon the now halted
column. “Now see 'em take to cover!”
shont. the seasoned ones by the gun-
lde, as the left half battery echoes the
right, and all the front of Starke's bri-
gade is now covered by flashing guns,
bellowing in chorus, the men, leaping
in and out to reload, dimly seen
through the billowing battery smoke,
and still, screaming and shrieking the
shells sall high across the rolling earth
sea, “See 'em take to cover,” indeed!
Well might they do so, for fust be-
yond the pike the woods He thick and
unbroken, but, sudden as the shof,
each regiment has '‘fronted” to its
left. The steel ramrods of the fore-
most are seen flashing in alr. The
shrill voles of Old Graybeard, spurring
back to his calors, has yelled the order
to load at will, and not until they're
bitten and poured and rammed and
capped does he follow that with “Lie
down!"™ The right of thelr llne is
flat on iis belly at the edge of the fleld,
while sparring, lashing and bonnding,
cannoneers raciog alongside like mad,
& well-handled Pattery—Gibbon's own,
as Poague and Ewell more than sus-
pect—the beloved of the brigads out
on the fleld, comes “front into line”
at a bLreakneck pace, whirls without
halting Its bronze beauties about, and
in another moment the loud-ringing
“light twelves” are out-bellowing the
trio of batteries blazing there norithwest
of Groveton, sweeping ;‘hrlr sectlons
with “‘spherical cage." ve, ten, fif-

- teen minutes the duel of death goes on.

Glbbon's gunners are all regulars, lords
of their trade, and old Ewell sees it
and knows it. “Limber up, Poague!
Back all of you! They are too heavy
for our guns!” s the order, and Paul
Ladue spurs to carry it. Out of the
way, gentlemen gunners! It's omr
time now, goes the word from Starke's
eager ranks, and 8o on down the long
line. Into their saddles leap the fleld,
wtaff and commanders. The sun has
gone down; the dusk is at hand; the
night must not come until that stub-
born brigade has been awept from the
earth Who ghall do it, Ewell or Talin-
ferro? :

From tho westward now, from the
far right flank, a daring battery whips
our en the Rald and unlimbera whare
its guns csa enfilade Gibbon's fri-

~umphant Wmors, and young Taiia-

Serro's littls belgade, tl now held in

rear, goes uiriding off bohind Its fal-
lows, and so on to the cxireme right
as tho in support. And still it is
& battle of guns and gaaners, for Jack-
edu holds his hounds in leash, “down
charged” at hoel, crouslked at the edge
of the woode

And then comes the surprise of the
day, the event of the hour, the marvel
of the campalgn, Even as Ewell and
Talinferro are deciding that the mo-
ment has come for attack, lo! to the
amaze of the men of the Stonewall
brigade, still the extreine right of the
line, there Is a glint of steel in the op-
posite grove and a dark column bursts
from the depths of the wood, Nimbly
& swarm of skirmishers leap from thelr
covert and come dancing out over tha
sward. Stralght for the guns drives
the daring blue line, backed by eight
solid companies, cloged on the colors
and marching abreast. Faney the can-
ary defying the cat! Faney the ter-
rier bearding the tiger! Fancy the
lamb assailing the butcher, and you
have the sensation that thrills the walt-
ing divisions as a grizzled Georgis
colonel glaps down his fleld-glass and
turns to his men with delight In his
eye and five words on his tongue: “The
Black Hats—by Goad!"

CHAPTER XVII
HOW THE BRIGADI WINS ITS
NAME.

Over at the southwest, half way to
that second grove In the shelter of
which the rearmost brigade has halted,
stand that little orchard and nearby
farm-house, a barn or two, with some
fences and a decrepit wall of jagezed
rocks, Half way to this one peaceful
spot, to the right frant of these cronche
ing, staring, incredulous lads of the
“Stonewall) the threatened guns are
thundering, the gray cannongers leap-
ing in and out through the billowing
clouds of sulphur smoke. Hall way
toward that eastward grove, which

OLD JACK.

tonceals most of the second in ¢olumn
of the blue brigades, this selitary bat-
talion in the feathersed black hats and
the wake of its skirmishers, is jauntily
proceéeding to shew its comrades back
on the pike how Bull Run veterans
take a battery. Half way between the
two groves, halted in the road and
watching the sceme are Doubleday's
three battalions, all three not as strong
as a fair-sized regiment. Gibbon, chief
of the second brigade, has led the Black
Hats through the wood, then, halting
ut the edge has bid them go in, their
swathy little colonel waving his hand
in glad acceptunce of the trust—the
last salute of his soldier life. Almost
all of the blue division can be seen from
the north by the men of the south;
almost nothing of the gray division
can be seen from the gsonth by the men
of the north. Gazing through their
binoculars, the unjon commander and
staff note not a sign of the foe, save
these venturesome batterles, the one
here directly to the north, the others
slowly trotting off to the northeast
beyvond the range of Gibbon's guns.
Yet there are a few mounted officers
or orderlies spurring swiftly along that
far-away skirt of woods, and one of
thege horsemen coirles the order from
Taliaferro, chiefl of division, to Talla-
ferro, chief of brigade, to move Into
line on the right of Baylor—the “Stone-
wall.  Others are darting from Old
Jack to Ewell and Taliaferro, both,
with the word to piteh in.

And one of these riders, galloping
down the line, ls little Ladue, bronght
face to face, a6 he dreamed, lere on
the field of battle with the men he
had lnown 28 a lad in the west, and
though his leart is throbbing hard,
his dark eyes rre hurning with exeite-
ment. With mughing confldence, the
men of the “Sionewall” spring to their
feet, the littie red battle flags are litted
on high, and forward goes the brigade,
sweeping in threa slender lines to the
low crest In front, as thelr far-forward
skirmishers leap from the grass ana
volley thelr challenge at the coming
foe. Then Georgin and Loulsana and
the men at the guns hold their breath
and watch (o ses Virginin send thoge
impudent Yanks whirling back to the
woods, or else—

Wonder of wonders! So far from
seurrying ot sight of the “Stonewall,”
that sombre, black-crested line halts
short at sudden word of command; a
crashing volley, driving polnt blank up
the gentle rige, sends 1is storm of lead
gquare in the “Stonewnli'a® face.
Down go two batlie fings. Down goes
Neff, colonel commanding the Thirty-
third. Down go dozens in the foremos!
rank, and Lo the amnaze of Starke and
Lawton, the “Stonewall” fairly stag
gers, “Forward!"” Is one hoarse shout-
€d order, “Fire!" another; and with
the skirmishers crouching, crawling,
rolling away to right and left, Virginia
hiazes ut Wisconsin now ramming fresh
cartridges Into the smoking tubes, and
with never a thought of retreat. So
far from sweeping the field the “'Stone-
wall" ia brought to, a halt and gets
another ferce volley, followed by rasp-
ing firo by file that is far mere effective
than the downward afm of the com-
mand, schooled rather to charge than
to shoot. Sol Meredith’'s Hooslers are
aweeping at double quick straight from
the plke at the west of the grove,
Arms at the trall, ut the shoulder o¥
anyhow, all eyes to the front, Indiann
Is heading straight for the left of Wis-
consin, and in five minutes more {tx
long front is hidden in its own five-
flashing cloud. Another five minutes
and anether brigade s in line for tus
south, enother battalion for the uniow,
and &till not & man has thonght of

rotreat—save only the thick stream'ord-

of wounded hohbling painfolly back
far the rear, -

“Shall iron break the northern irom
—or steel?’ mutters Old Jack, In tha
words of the prophet, his eyes filled
with trouble, his teeth firm set as ones
again the cheering, hanner-waving, five-
fMlashing ranks of his devoted battal-
fons sweep down the gentle slope un-
til almost lost in the smoke of the op-
posite lines, then slowly settle to a
halt, astounded, for though full half
of its left wing seems shot out of line,
and the Hoosiers and Biack Hais are
shrunk to half their original strength;
there, shoulder 1o shoulder, daring, de-
flant, indomitable stands the brigade,
the swart faces of the men lit by the
flash of thelr guns, and Ewell, grim
old soldier, borne to the rear with a
shatiered thigh, groans to his mourn-
ful aides that at last the division has
met Its matoh,

Jackson's psle face ig rigld as he
himself bends over his loyval seeund in
command, and his lips move in praver,
néver in imprecation, ere they issne
their next order, “Try agaln.” And
this time, Trimble, too, drives in with
Lawton, only to see that machinelike
regiment 10 the east of the Black Ilats,
despite the numbers dropping in their
tracks and dribbling away from the
extreme right under the deluge of
shrapnel from the southern guns, doing
more fancy drill In front of the foe,
changing front forward by company
under command of that gamecock of
& leutenant-colonel, and then ponring
withering fire into the left of the Louls-
fana men, “Try again,” says Jael, and
tiy they do, manfully, loyally—but
heavens, what can human vaior win
against fron resolution? Two of Doub-
leday’s battglions, one a mere skeleton
like most of those of Baylor's and
Tallaferro's, have ranged up in the
gaps of the union brigade; a shadowy
fabric now, visible only in the flash of
the guns, but as Paul Ladue trots
through the groups where surgeons and
stretchermen arve trying to care for the
vast numbers of wounded, he looks In
vain for a divigilon commander to
whom to dellver Jackson's lust ovder |
and the news that Ewell s (down
Taiiaferro, 100, has been borne to the
rear, and Ladue ridea on afier Starks
to bid him take command. Gods, what
a sight, what a shambles, he fimls af |
the rvear of that line!—dead, dying and |
evippled by scores of the “Stonewalis.”
Three colonels, Nelf, Grisby and Botis |
lhiave heen shot from thelr stecids, two
of them straight to thelt graves; four
majors are down of the Virginia com-
mand, and Walker, colonel of TMin-
ferro’s Tenth, FPull half the fighting
farce of the Second and Fourth Vie-
ginia are stretched on the fleld, as,
for the last time, they close In on tlwJ
center in front of the now alimost In-
visiblie line of their foss, and with
strength, cartridges, hope all spent
and gane, they drop their useless rifla
bults (o ecarth and léan exhausted on
the hot, black muzzles, At least they
hold the ground.

S0, too, does that stern, silent, iron
command across those 060 wvards of
smoking vold, “with olstinale detor-
mination,” writes Old Jack, in rueful
admission of the stubborn valor of his
foe. And afier all what has he ac-
complished? What has lie nol done this
night but blunder? All he had to do
was to remaln there in concealment |
beyond that unfinished rallway grads, |
resting in the shady woods, and, all
unconscious of his presence, the union ‘
brigades would have passed him by, |
leaving Ricketts far in the rear to be
cut off, crushed or captured. But the
sight of 6000 Yankees marching along
almost parallel to his front, all unsup-
portad, was too much for evep such
piety as Jackson's, Ordinarily he had
done wonders with a dozen regiments
nearly as smell as these. To-night he
sends in twice that number to assail
a smaller force, and s fought to a
stand within an hour. He has galned
nothing. He has lost one-third of his
best and bravest—his Virginians. He
has betrayed his position fo the ene-
my, for Sigel, away (o the southeast,
has heard the sound of battle, and Me-
Lean, brave leader of one of his few
American brigades, watches the des-
perate struggle from Ladue's old look-
out at the Henry house, and Pope,
skilifully directing his giverging col-
umn to trap Jackson at Centreville,
hears over the left-shoulder; {ar over
Bull Run, the firious cannonade a long
league behind him, the storm of a
baitle that only dies out at nine, but
that tells him the tale of one more
trick of Jackson's—the time-honored
tale of the Irishman's flea.

But it opens Pape's otherwise blinded
eyes, chenges in toto his plans for the
morrow, and bids him turn his col-
umns on Groveton. Jackson's blunder
has taken much from his own fame,
added much to those of another, and
given the Badgers and Hoosleys the
title they rejolce in ever thereafter-
the name af the Iron Brigade,

Sore times are these, this Dblack,
moonless night, as, within hailing dis-
tante ol each other, offlcers and men
of the opposing forces go groping about
with glimmering lights, loohing for
friends among the slaln. Sad hearts
are these beating In the bosoms of the
group of union generals in ths fence
corner back of the moaning wood, for
it is full of wounded. The regimental
commanders are slowly withdrawing
thelr wearled men to the line of the
plke, leaving strong plckets to proteect
the surgeons and their stretcher-bear-
ers at the front. It is a dramatic scene
when that dark-eyed soldler, com-
mander of the Seventh, rides in to re-
port to his brigade chief concerning
the regiment that caustic *regular”
has sometimea misjudged. “What do
you think of the Seventh now?" is the
irrepresgible question just before the
colonel nlips, fainting, from bis saddle,
and then and not until then permits
it to be known that all the time as he
held his men to their desperate work,
he sat his horse, plerced through both
thighs by Enfield bullet, his boots run-
ning over with blood. Old Graybeard
of the Sixth, too, is shot through the
leg, and Gibhon has borrowed his
right-hand man, the tall, brainy ad-
Jutant, and the Sixth feels bereft,
though it, too, falls into soldier hands.
But the Black Hats and the Hoosiers
have jost more than all.

[To He Continued.)

As n Preliminary,
“Do yon belleve in plutonic love?"
he asked
“Well, * she replied, “1 wonldn't mind
{rying it ns a starter.”"—Qlicago Roe
Harald

Dad Sees a Russian Revolution and
Faints—The Bad Boy Arranges a
Wolf Hunt — Dad Threatens to
Throw the Bad Boy to the Wolves.

BY HOXN, GEORGE W. PECK.
(Bx-Governor of Wisconsin, Former Edltor
of Peck™s Bun, Authopr of “Peck’s

pf Guold

By REV. W. B. THORP,

Chicago Pastor.

Che Yellow Heril

not in the far cast. It
is here among us, It is
the peril of gold. The

curse upon us all is that

we are selling ]l!-a'lit_‘t."
and merey and truth for
money.  The

and the storckeeper, the editor and
the professor, the trust magnate and the labor organizer, are

the preacher, the politician

The “vellow peril” is| TARIFF REFORM DEMANDED

Wanted by the People, But Repubs

It.
and |

Hean Trimmers Block
the Way.

When the people of the United
States have made uy their minds that
cerigin legislation would advance thelp

investor | l_!ltrrl-,\t.«, ther should be able to get

As it Is now, thelr representatives
vither think the people do not know

all find- | what {8 best for then, or some oecult

ing excellent and most weighty raasons for such speech or silence, | power prevails above the will of the

such action or inaction, as is ].brf:-n!i;ll])‘ IIT‘II‘].':I.II![‘ to themselves

If we keep on in that way our

hoasted civilization is doomed, and|

people and prevenis congress from aet-
ing favorably, The belief of such a
congervative Journal as Publle Opin-

Japan, alert, devoted, public-spirited, will leave us as far in the rear as | ion, “that the majority of the peopia

Bad Bojy,” etc.)
(Copsrighi, NG, by Joreph B Bowies )
ST. PETERSBURG, RUSSIA.—MY

DEAR GROCERYWITZ: Wall, sir, dad
and | have gol too much of Russia the

quickest of any two tourfsts you ever :

heard of. That skirmish’ we saw, the
day the Hussians blessed the Neva, and
shot blank cartridges filled with old iron
at the czar, was nol a marker to the
trouble the next Sunday, when the work-
Ing peopls marched lo the Winter Pal-
ace, 1o present & petition to the “Little
Father."

We thought a revolution was like &
play, and that it would be worth going
miles to see. Dad was in South Amer-
fea once when there was a revolution.
where more than a dozen greasers, with
gumns that wouldn't shoot, put on a dozen
different kinds of uniforms, aud yelled:
“Down with the government,” and
frothed at the mouth, and drank butter-
milk and yelled Spanish swear words,
and acted brave, until a native soldier
with white pajamas came out with a
gun and shot one of the revolutioniste
in the thumb, when the revolution wes
ruppressed and the next day the revolu-
tionists were pounding stone, with can-
non balls chinined 1o thelr legs; and dad
thought a revolution In Russia would he

something like that, aud that we could |

get on a front porch and watch [t as it

| went by, and joke with the revolution, |

and throw confeitl, llke §t was a
carnival, but (hat Sunday that the Rus-
slan revolution was hegun, we had
enough blood (o last us all our lives,
We gota pluce sitting on an iron pleket
fence, and we saw Lhe people coming up
the street fowards the Winter Palace,
dressed mostly In blouses, and looking

| as innoecent as a crowd of sewer digzers

at home going up to the city hall to ask

| for o raise in wonges of two shillinge a

day, Nobody bag & gui, and no ope
wonld have known how to use a gun, aod
all looked like poor people going to
prayers. There were troops everywhere,
and every soldier acted as though he
was alrald someihing would happen to
spoil their chanee of killing anybody,
The snow ou the streets was clean and
as white as the wings of a peace dove,
and dad sald the show was no hetier

than & parade of laboring men at home |
on Labor day

Suddenly some officer velled to the
lest nt the head

parade to stop, and the jo

AND HIING BY ONE PANTE LEG

of the procession, who was carryiog |

cross, slowed up a little, like the drum
major of a band when the populace at
home hegins to throw eggs, but they kept
on, awd then the shooting began, and in
a minute men, women and ehildren were
rolling in the snow, bleeding and dying,
the marchers were too stunned to run,
and the deadly guns kept on spitting
fire, and the street was foll of dead and
dying. and then the Cossacks rode over
the dead and sabered and knouted the
living, and as the snow was patched with
red blood, dad fainted away and fell off
the picket foence, and hung by one pant
leg, which caught on a pleket, and
crowds riushed in every direction, and
it was an hour before 1 could get a
drosky to haul dnd to the hotel.

Dad collapseil when he got to the hotel,
and [ got a doctor and a nurse, and for

two days I had to waleh the' revolution |

alone, while dad bad fits of remorse
‘vanse he brought me tosuch a charnal
house, he sald.

Well, H you ever 2o anywhers, trave|-
ing fur pleasure, do unot go to Rus-
sia, because it Is the saddest place on
earth. [ bave seen no person smile or
laugh in all the ten days we have leen
here, except a Cosgack when he run a
saber through a little givl, and his laugh
was like the coyote on the prafrie when
he captures a little lamb. The people
look either heart-liroken or snarly, like
the people confined in an insane asvium
at home.

The ciar, who 8 week ago was loved
by the people, who belleved f they went
to him, as to their God, aod appealed for
gidance, is w-day haled by all, and in-
atead of “Nicholas the Good,” since he
scampered away to a castle o the coun-
try, and crawled under a bed, all the peg-
ple call him "the Little Jack Rabbit,”
and his fate Is sealed. as a bomb will
plow him Into pieces so small they will
have to be swept up In a dustpan for
burial, maybe before dad and I ean get
out of Russia.

outing 18 & good deal like visiting the

Chicago stockyards to wateh the bloody |

men kill the cattle, and the butchers in
the stockyards, calloused against any
feeling for suffering animals, are like
the soldiers here who shoot down their
nelghbors because they are hired to do
go. The murder nf those unarmed work-
ing men, that Sunday, has changed a
helpless, pleading people into anarchists
with deadly bombs in their blouses
where they were accustomed to carry
black bread to sustain life, and with the
menace of Japan in the far east and an
ottraged people at home, Hussia is in &
had way, and if I was the ezaror n grand
duke, T would find a woodchuck hole and
arrange with the woodchuck for a fur-
nished fiat.

1 didn’t think there was golng to be
anything golug on in Russia exoept
bloodshed and bombs, and things 1o

we in our supreme scli-conceit fancy that we have left the rest of the |0 this country today want tariff re

world, No building of big navies

ance is in the uprising of men with radieal ideas about truth and jus= | issue were

will prevent it.  Our only deliver-

tice and with the courage to stand by them at any cost.

|Iuru1. and that they would vote overs

whelmingly for such reform if tha
ptesented to them square-

1¥,” Indicates that the republican ma-

| Jority in congress declines to obey thie

1 was willlng to take chloroform. and le: l pack of ravenous wolves, aud thers is
them carry me home in & box. with my | hope for ug”
descriplion on the cover, until the doe- | lmplored dad, if he loved me, tosave me,

tor told me that dan'wasm a condition

to happen to get his mind off Of the
awful scenes he had witnessed, and
I nsked me if 1 conldn’t think of some-
| thing to excite him. and wake him up,
and then dad said, after he got so he
conld gooutdoors: “Hennery, you have
always been Johnny on the spot when |

ANP PILED US QUT ON TOF OF DAD

tieeded diversion, amd | wani you to inke
Your brain apurt, and oll the works, and
s#ee |1 you ean't conjure up somethlig to
get iy bood circulating, and my peres
apen for business, and anvthing you
think of goes, and 1 swear 1 will not
| kiek It you seare the boots off of e,
Well. that was right into my hand

ani | eat my mind to strike at four p.m, |

I had heen out riding onee with the Chi
cago man, ina sledgze, with three horsey
| abreast, all runaway horses, and the
driver was a Cossack who lashed the
horses into & run every smooth place he
| found in the road, and [t was like run-
| ning to a fire, 5o [ got the Chleago lel-
low to go with me and we found the Cos-
sack and he was drunker than usyal
There |8 8 Kind of liquor here called
vodka, which skins wood alcohol and
carbolic acid o & finish, and when a man
is (ull of it he i5 20 mad he wants to cut
his own throat. This driver had put
up sideboatds on his neck and had two
jugs in one, and we hired bim by the
hour :

I told the Chicago man the
stances amd that [ had got to ge1 dad
out ol his trance, and he sald he would
help me. When 1 was out riding thi
day before | notleed that the road was
full of great dane dogs, wolf hounds and
stag hounds, which followed their
master's sledges out [n the country, and
the dogs loated aronnd, hungry, luoking
for hones, and fighting each other, so |
decided to get the dogs to chase our
sledlge, and make dad think we were
| chused by wolves. I thought that wonld
make dad stand without hitehing, and
It did

The Chileago man Bought some cannon
firecrackers. and [ bought @ cow's liver,
| and hitchied it to & rope, and hid it in the

back seat. and my Chicago friend aud 1
toak the back seat. and we got dad In the
seat behind the driver, and started abiot
|'an hout before dark out in the country,
through a plece of woods that looked
quite wolfy. On the way out the driver
let his horsss run away o few times, [ike
| you have seen in Hussian pictures; ani
| dad was beginning to sit up and take
notice, aml secmed toact e a man who
expects every minute to be thrown over a
| precipice, and mixed up  with
| horses,  Dad touched the driver poce on
the conl-tail and told him not to hurry
so confounded fast, and the
t thought he was complainlng because it

%

kAl

)Y

DAD STOUD UP IN THE SLEDGE AND
LOUKED BACK

| but dad only eaid:
| good."
Going Lo St. Patersbury for a pleasant |

was (oo slow, and he gave a Comanche
vell. and threw tha lines into the air,

| und the horses Just skedaddied, and run
| into a enow bank and iipped over the |

slodge, and piled us cut on wp of dad

“This s geuling

We righted up, and dad wanted ol
Lnow where all the pups came from that
we had passed. | had been throwing
out plecer of meat into the road for a
mile or so, and the dogs were having a
picnic. It was getting pretty dark by
this time, and we started back to town,
and | threw out my liver, fastened to
the rope, and the Chicago man, who had
given the driver a drink of vodka when
we tipped over, told him, in Russjan,
that when the dogs began to follow us, to
get hold of the liver, to yell “wolves,”
and give the team the rein, for a five-
mile run, and yell all the time, because
we wanted to give the old gentleman g
good time,

Well, uncle, | would have given any-
thing It you could have geen dad, when
the dogs Legan to chase that liver, and
bark, and fight each other, The driver
yelled something in Russlan, and point-
ed back with his whir, the Chicago man

make you sorry that you were here, and

sald: "My God, we sre pursued by a

| away, but he sat down and pulled a robe |
over his head and his lips were moving, |

| of

| 8% wa struck the town, aud dad

dead |

driver |

i harid steel disk revelving |

i the speaker's volee are Imparted Ly the

| surface g serlea of mignetlc impressions,

| sessen [ts own peculiar polarity and de-

| phone receiver) they reproduce exuctly

| er vibrate the speaking membrane und

Dad stood up in <he sledge and looked

seared,. but he said the only thing to do |
wiis 1o throw something overboard for

theni to be chewing on while we got |

bt | do not know whom he was addresss.

Ing

cannon firecrackers behind
sledge, but that only kept the dogs back |
for a minute, and dad said probably rl1e|
best thing 1o do was o throwee over-
hoard. and let them eat me, and [ sgid;
“way. nay., Paullne,” and then 1 think
dad fainted away, for he never peeped
agaln until the tewmn had run away a lot
move, and 1 cut my liver rope,

W gobinto the suburhs of St
the dogs had overtalien the liver, and |
were eghting over it

The driver lad to pull up hig horses

and when |

must
have got a whift off the deivers vodka
becieise he come to, and we got to the

hotel all righe, and [ vhought dad would

imply die In his

£ the
and the excitement «

Flde
i and he
and o out wold
hunting the next day. but our tickets
wite bonght, and we shall get out of
his terrible country to-morrow,

Diad woke mie upin the nighit and wants
el 1o know If I saw him when he pulled
his knife and wanted
light the pack of woives
I' #m not much of a liar

remembered it well, and It demon.
 that he was as Lrave a
“the Little Jack Rab-
el him
thanks to my woll hant, dad is
right again, and now weo shall go to |

Lt

guoil,

wanted 1o buy a gu

mgle-handed,
but Ireld him

l Well

some country where theve is poace, 1|

don't know where we will find it, but i
such a conntry exists, your little Henry
will cateh on, I dad's money halds out,
Yours, eovered with Gore.
HENNERY.

THE EMPIRE OF SPEECH.

' What Has Been Done by Improve-

ments in the Telephone to

x 7 L
The Chicago man touched off & coujile |
the| .~

*etershirg |

Advanve It,

Two or three rédent lmportant ime
prov 15 of the telepho how what
nndeleveloped ciapact I lie hidden
In this wonderful far-taiker of modern
In the firse pl says the Cos-
mopolitan, it bhas become possible to

slenoe.

sliminate the lelephone glvl sk a con-
necting Jink, or rather a connector of
Huks, between the cender and the re-
ceiver of @ message.  Ohe can now
“switch on™ without her Inrervention.

I you wish to'talk witll & frietd by this

W 8 )

1, you simply nok up Wis or
her number, and then on a dial, or min-
fature switchhoard, In your own house
or pffice. you tarn the indicator 1o the
digits represenling that number, and
Immeilately your friend’s bell rings,
and, without any further preliminuyies,
you may begln your tonve The
switching mechaniem at the central ex.
change has automatically followed the
movements of vour Indieator at home
and put you into direct communication
with the desired point,

sutlon,

phoue talk. Mechavical contrivan
possess no ears und no wemorfos, ar
having nothing to forget, make no blun
ilers.

But if the automatic telepbone exciies
grateful wonder, another recent juyven-
tlon—the telephune that 1a
gpeech, keepe [t nnuttered if »
happens to be out, but sg
RAT 46 00N @8 he retur
interval be an hour or p week
regaried as a marvel of marvels

ilis i into his
tether tha
st ha

i

wire wound on a revolving drum, or a

1 i horlzontal

plane Ahove the revolving w nr
isk, is placed a small eleciromagnet ao-
| tuated by the telephon 1it. All the

varying Impulses that come over thae
telephone wire under the influence of

little magnet to the steel moving bee
neath i, nnd they make npon that gteel's

like Invisible dots, each of which pos-

gres of intensity. It is just as if the
sleel were a shicet of paper and the mag-
pet 4 pen, and the magnetic impulses a
serles of alphabetical signs Jotted down
on the paper—only nothing Is visible to
the eye, But the hundrods of Httle mog-
netie poles are there, though wusesn,
and when the wire or the plate carrying
these mystie hierglyplies It ngaln
passed under the electromagnet (Lhe lat-
ter being now connected with a tele.

the same impulses that created them,
these Impulses passing no the recelv.

pive forth the volee and the words which
they had stored.

The only thing that a man who has a
talegraphone in his office needs to do s
to set the-apparatis going when he has
time to listen to It, and I any of his
friends have been speaking to it while
he was out, or busy, or asleep, their
messages will be repeated.

Grew Old on Bacilli,

The wonder is how did our fathers
and mothers, our grandfathers and
grandmothers llve to a green old age?
They must have imbibed billions and
billions of bacilll, but as they didn't
know unything about diseass germs,
they took a certaln amount of foy in
life that s denled their unfortunate
children. Life was better worth the
living in the days of old.—Rochester
Post-Express,

fend |

popular will. The republican party

no | has promised in the three last con-
and | begae to cry, and | grossional campaigns to revise the
||u1'iﬂ. if the voters wauld entrust the

i matier to its hands, and nuimercis can-
| of nervousness that he needed somethiog | hack, and saw the wolves. and he was |

didates of that pavty have personally
Pl to vote for tarift

eetid they have
thedr proms

el themsalvy

. I

'"ll' !] 1
o effort Lo

A
nmice

rstloom

N ronge Bille p 1 e
|'.':'- e of eertinin 1a 8 havae
een [ntroduend. at not one measire
A5 heen re i the commilttee
Vitys a0 thatl congress
ould enpasider ht wident inten-
tion being to throw the ime on the
republicen membership Uy not

¢ ANy record e, 50 that tha
cannot slngle ont those mem-

VIO pppose reform, or any  that

Ziit e Tor it, The voters have 1 1
tinetly fooled at the last three oleps

tione, or

ever since the late Mark
Hanne asnnounced nhis  celebrated
“stand pat” polley. It is now inti

mated that the same do-nothing pro-

‘am s 10 be répeated at the coming
session of congress, and the trusts wiil
thus be allowed to continue to sell
their products to the people of the
Tuited States for much higher prices
than they sell them for abroad. So
great is the différence betwsen the
bome and foreign selling prices of the
tariff fostarad trusts that President
Roosevelt has been compelled to order

| the Panama Canal commission to buy

0 mer out and |

needed supplles where It
the cheapest, which means
them abiroad.

In the meantime, the American peo-
ple heve to buy their personal supplies
of the trusts al the high price the
trusts see fit to extort, and Speaker
Cannon and the “stand pat” republis
can leaders declare they will continue
this extraordinary state of affaivs.
Those voters who supported the re
publican candidates for congress at
the last election now find themselves
powsrless to control legislutlon, and
must continue to pay high trust prices
for at least three vears longer, anil the
only satisfaction the voters who sup-
ported the demoerntie candidates have
ig to taunt thely repuldican brethren
with, "We told a0, Whether
the repnbilican vorers will stand bejng

conld buy
buying

you

fooled, or will register their disaps
proval dt the next congressionil elecs
Ltiom remmalns In the womby of e fg-
ture,

DIMINISHED POPULARITY.

Flag Violation of Consistency
1 the Balance Against
Koo

! president's popularite,” savs
|=‘ I W Lo extensive
1 1 | HALEEL | s perform-
Iriends of his have

vomniited  eritorg or neod  pdvance-

Besides, it gives | ol
a delightful gense of privacy to a tele- |

Ihat |
machiine may eonsist either of a stes] |

Lrnth vitiphiatically

el 2 Louis Re-

Mr. Rocgevolt's pwpie

b not iffer  appreciably
through lils promotion Wood, It
nnderwent a very notlecalle shrink-
1 L siphilstien] exs
aned has  probe

ally lost by his actlen ln the Bowen-
Loomis eplsoils
“But we dO wish)” Colller's ne
helehs gucs ot 10 sRY AL on
| vasions: when !
o print exuberan
feicads dno trodble e would refrain
O ande from talking In that v
same document abont a ‘square degl,'
Al Rovsevelr  anid 14 o
s VT8 Ll | r's
Justaposition ot -
the Ameriean fdenl of ju {
i found wanting. The oye tliey
| pRtion have Been signally din 1o

A Tatluye

L diserepaney ol poj s
13 1% inevituble upom &8 visibi {ga
i of logie and diseriminotion «

iee  deliberately  committed

il u frlend who happened to have

afoul of ti

Mr.

promoting.
It would

Very puntive principla

which Roosevel ustensibly was

A =8 day for the utol-
A
tavar id nor

enee #wnd morals of ricans I A

follow suel

-8 rant violntion of consistoney.
DRIFT OF OPINION.
—-Whatever comes of the Bowan-
Loomis matter My, Dowest is not 15} '
‘0 again . address  Secretary Taft as

“Dear BIL'—Nashvi|le Banner,
=—The complete assimilation of il

Filipinos and the finlshing of the Py

ma canal may be expected to hap

about the same time—Chicago Trivnse
(Rep.).

Grafy in the war depprtmene,
graft in the post offiee departmicent,

gralt in the interlor department. wnd
now graft in the agricultural depart=
ment—iz there any end to it, or Is thia
fenture of “republican prosperity’ all
pervasive® Springfield. Republican
(Ind.).

—"In investigating the heel trust
and the Standard Oil company 1 have
been content to leave it absolutely In
the bands of Mr. Garfield, said Presi-
dent Roosevelt in Massachusgeits the
other day. And doubtless these cor=
morantie corporations are  equaliy as
content to have it left there.—Atlanta
Constitution.

—The Washingion Post's (Ind.)
summary of the “Be¢f Trust” case is
brief and to the po/ut: “The value of
heef cattle In (ae United States declined
$165,000,000 for the thres years end-.
ed Jauuary 1, 1905, and the pries of
beet advanced about 40 per cont. inth

- same period, That Chicago grand Jax

wants an explanation,
J o L
D e .




